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The alcohol burned in his throat and he felt the sweat making his face damp. Took another swig and stared at 
his reflection. Tired eyes surrounded by eye-liner met him, dark messy hair that covered most of his face. 
He stared into his own eyes. He wanted to see, really wanted to see a human. But all he found was a worn out 
shadow, haunted by demons. 

He put the bottle down and turned on the faucet. With trembling hands he drenched his face to wash away his 
anxiety, his fear, and his loneliness. 

Somebody pounded at the door. "Marco, come on, for fuck's sake!" Peter's hoarse voice reached his ears, but 
he didn't hear it. 

"Yeah, hang on. Just one sec." 

Stared into his eyes again He took the water bottle he always had on stage and poured the contents of the 
vodka bottle into it. His hand found its way down to his pocket, fingers closing around the little plastic bag. The 
pills were so white against his sweaty palm. He threw them into his mouth and swallowed them down with the 
liquor. 


The flame that set his body in fire was welcomed. 


Peter's fists against the door brought him back to reality. His friend didn't say anything this time, or maybe 
he didn't hear it. 

Not that it mattered. 

He stared at his reflection once again. Cursed himself and his cowardice. 

"Focus," he hissed at the mirror. "It's not like you're gonna hang. Focus, for fuck's sake." 

He pushed the door open a moment later, and was greeted by the rest of the band, who had been waiting for 
him outside. 

"Finally," Peter laughed. He patted his friend on the shoulder and continued in his usual, joking manner; "You 
haven't been in there hitting the botte, have you?" 

Marco smiled. "No, dickhead. You know I've quit that shit" 

Peter grinned as a response and led the way. The others followed and Marco took his usual place between the 
drummer Maja and the bassist Micke. They hurried up a vertiginous stair, through a long corridor. He felt the 
booze working its way into his system, and before his eyes the walls and low ceiling swayed warning. He closed 
his eyes quickly and shook his head. Through the mist in his brain he heard two voices. 

First Maja, worried. "Marco, are you all right?" 

Then Peter, cheerful. "Hey, you know how nervous he gets sometimes. Leave the man alone." 

Marco tried to get through, tried to smile his Marco-smile, tried to give them a Marco-answer, but nothing 
could penetrate his confusion. He felt Maja's hand squeeze his shoulder, and he instinctively that she wanted to 
say something more. 

Her words drowned in a high-pitched peep. He brought his hands to his head and leaned against the wall. The 
hand took a firmer grip, another gripped his other shoulder. He swayed and in an instant there were more 
hands there and he was lowered to the floor. 

"Get some help! Hurry, fucker! He's been taking something again. 

Despite the fact that he could feel the cold concrete against his back it felt like he kept falling. He tried to 
open his eyes, but he couldn't. The noise kept drenching everything. It felt like it was devouring him from inside 
and all he wanted was to get away from it. 

He tore at his head, tore at his hair, screamed wordlessly. The hands held him, stopped him from moving. He 
fought them, but they held him down. He screamed again, screamed until he thought his lungs would burst. 
They weren't enough. 

He fell, fell into eternity. A last voice reached his ears before he was completely devoured; a last farewell of a 
dead and frozen world. 

"Marco," it sobbed, "what the fuck have you done? You promised that you'd quit. You promised. You can't just 
fucking leave us. You can't leave me. You promised" 

For a second he was filled with regret, as great as the sky. Was he ready to leave everything, everyone? Was 
he ready to leave him? 

But then the Darkness embraced him, welcomed him home with warmth. He fell into it gratefully, leaving all 
thoughts of regret behind. It had been so long, so long since he had been there. And now he would stay there 


for ever. 


Oliver stared at the Boss's back as he retreated out through the door. The Boss's real name was Robert 
Frost, but he had always encouraged those under him to use the nickname since he thought it gave him 


authority. 
"it can't be true!" the stunned reporter he had left behind thought. 


Written in neat writing on the little post-it note were the words; 


MARCO SILLANPAA 

SINGER IN THE DARK SIRENS 

OD BEFORE CONCERT AT SCANDIAVIUM, GOTHENBURG 
DIED 9:07 PM AT THE SAHLGRENSKA HOSPITAL 


He couldn't tear his eyes from the note. Marco, the singer in the well-known metal band, dead? It just wasn't 
possible. A quick glance at the clock on his wall. 9:43 pm. 

"If you could get a story ready before printing," the Boss had said. "Throw in the stuff that sells. All the usual 
shit's there - drugs, booze, fucked up childhood. His dad seems to have been quite the drinker." A short laugh 
and then he had been gone. 

Oliver started to flip through the pages. There were at least twenty of them. Everything from height and the 
color of his hair to reviews on the latest album was there. Several lines and parts were marked with a yellow 
marking pen. 


He turned the computer on and while he waited for it to wake up he skimmed through some of the texts. 


Marco Sillanpää was born the seventh of January in Gothenburg. His father was an alcoholic and was convicted 
in 1993 with causing grievous bodily harm to both his wife and three children. The doctors stated that the 
reported incident wasn't the first. The father was condemned to three years imprisonment and banned from 
visiting. The family moved to Stockholm. One year later Marco, who at that time was sixteen years old, moved 
back to Gothenburg against his mother's will. There he moved in with his childhood friend Peter Wahlin and the 
band Hellrider was formed. This was the beginning of The Dark Sirens, a band who people later would compare 


to bands such as Metallica, Gun n' Roses and Black Sabbath. 


Sillanpää has been close to death several times. In an interview in 2001 he admitted that he has attempted 
suicide several times, something he up until then refused to talk about. In 1995 he was found by Wahlin, with 
his wrists cut open, and in 2000 he was discovered in his apartment, having swallowed a jar of sleeping pills. He 
has had two overdoses, in 1999] with amphetamine and in 2002 with heroin. Both critics and fans have hinted 
that even these overdoses could be attempted suicides, but Sillanpaa has neither confirmed nor denied the 
rumors. He has also ignored the rumors that he and the guitarist Peter Wahlin in any way have been, or are, 


an item. 


Oliver leaned back in his chair. So. The guy's dad had used his family as punch bag, and then gotten off fucking 
lightly. His mom had moved to Stockholm, he himself had run away. And now, after god only knows how many 
suicide attempts and OD's, he was dead. Fuck. 

Shit, the guy must have been so fucked up, he thought. With that fucking childhood. 

Oliver had heard some of Sirens's shit, it was fucking inevitable. There was nothing wrong with the music, but 
they had never really struck his fancy. His friend Maria, on the other hand, loved them. She would be totally 
devastated when she read his article. Irritated over the direction his thoughts took, Oliver got up and walked 


over to the window. 


Really, was it right to use another person like that? Take their death and turn it into something lucrative? He 
suddenly felt only contempt towards himself. Was this really what he did for a living? To gain from a young 
man's death? The guy had only been four years younger than himself, for fuck's sake! He felt dirty. Like a 
parasite, living off of other peoples misery. 

He looked out through the window. The snow turned into slush under the wheels of the cars. He could almost 
feel the stink of gases, even though a sturdy wall and a double-window separated him from the world. 

In an impulse, sprung from his contempt towards himself, his work, the whole fucking world, Oliver took the 
stack of papers and threw them into the trashcan. He was just about to go tell the Boss to give the story to 
someone else, that he couldn't write such a thing at somebody else's expense. He still had some ethics. 

But then it hit him. If somebody else was given the story, it had to be Caroline Jonsson. That woman was 
totally ruthless. She would suck out every juicy detail out of Marco Sillanpaa's life and turn it into something 
that would fit into the tabloids. 

That she also was his strongest opponent when it came to promotion was just a detail. 

He sat down behind his desk again and fished the paper's he had thrown out of the trashcan again. 

He could at least give it some dignity. Take the spotlight away from the fact that Sillanpää had been doing 
heavy drugs and checked into rehab three times. Focus a little more on the lonely and used soul that hadn't 
had the strength to live anymore. Ask what had driven him to do it. Wonder if it really was one of society's 
rights to know everything about famous people. 

It wasn't like Sillanpää would ever find out. And according to the papers his mother had moved back to Finland 
with his younger sister and brother. They would never read the article. 

Oliver sighed and stared out through the window. The white frost was starting to spread over it. The beautiful, 
fragile pattern stretched over the glass, forming glittering bars. 

He stared at the papers. One of them was covered of photos of the young, dark-haired man On one he was 
smiling, his arms around the petite drummer Maja One of them showed him on stage, his eyes closed. He was 
screaming; that much was obvious. There was one from a meet-and-greet. He was leaning over against Peter, 
whispering something in his ear. The latter must have found this very amusing, because the smile that cut his 
face in two had surely developed into laughter one second later. 

But none of them, not one, caught Oliver's gaze like the one down at the bottom, to the left. It was in black and 
white, unlike the others. This was Marco. Not Marco Sillanpää, the Singer, or Sillanpää, the Deceased, or funny 
Marco, the Charming young man with admirers to left and right. 

This was Marco with the dark circles under his eyes. This was Marco with the big bruises he tried to hide 
under layer on layer with black fabric. This was Marco with the demons in his head. 

He was sitting with a cigarette between his fingers, on a café that seemed vaguely familiar to Oliver. The dark 
curls fell over his shoulders in soft tendrils. There was something inscrutable in his eyes, something almost 
unearthly. He was staring out over the water, and if it hadn't been for the fact that whoever had taken the 
picture must have been sitting opposite to him, Oliver could have sworn that he hadn't been aware about 
anybody else in the whole world. 

He was beautiful. 

The thought literally hit Oliver. He had never seen another man as beautiful before. But there was no other 
way to describe Marco. He was beautiful. He had been beautiful. 

Oliver's hands found the scissors in his top drawer. With a few, determined cuts the picture was separated 
from the rest of the paper. He let it go and let it fall to the table. Exactly one minute later the sound of 
fingers hitting the keyboard was heard. 


MARCO SILLANPAA DEAD 
About a lonely person and the pressure of society 


On the window the white frost kept spreading 


